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The T ragedy ^Hamlet 
King. Conceit vpon her Father. 

Qpbt*’ Pray lets haue no words of this, but when they askeyoo 
what it meanes/ay you this. 

To morrow is $. Valentines day, Song. 

All in the morning becime, 

And I a mayd at yout window 
To be your Valentine. 

Then vp he rofe,and dond his c!ofe,and dupt the chamber doore, f 
Let in the maide,thac out a maide,neuer departed more. 

King. Pretty Ophelia. 

Ophe. Indeed without an oath lie make an end on*t. 

By gis and by Saint chanty, 
alackc a nd fie for frame, 

Young men will doo’t if they come toot, 
by Locke they are too blame# 

Qjoth fre, before you tumbled me,you promifd me to wed, 

(He anfwcrs ) So flx>uld I a done by yonder funne 
And thou hadd not come to my bed. 

King, How long hath fre beene thus? 

Oph. I hope all will be well, we muft be patient, but I cannot chafe 
but weepe to thinke they would lay him i’th cold ground my bro- I 
tberfhallknowof it, andfolthankeyou for your good coijnfaile, I 
Come my Coach, God night Ladies, God night. 

Sweet Laides* God nighr,God night. 

King . Follow her elofc,giue her good watch 1 pray you. 

O this is the poyfon of deepe griefe, it fprings all from her fathers 
death, and now behold, O Gertr ard y Gertrard , 

When forrowes come, they come not finglcfpies. 

But in batcalians : fird her Father flnitie, 

Next,yourfonne gone,and he mod violent Author 
Ofhis owne iuft rcmouc,the people muddied 
Thick and vnwholcfome in thoughts,and whifpers 
For good P olomus death :and we haue done but greenly 
In hugger mugger to inter him: poore Ophelia 
Deuidcd from herfelfe,and her fairc iudgemenc, 

Without the which we arc pi&ures,or mecre beads, 

Lad, and as much contayning as all thefc. 

Her brother is in fecrcc come from France, 

Feeds on this wonder, keepcs himfelfc in elowdes, < 


Prince of Denmark^ 

And wants not buzzers to infed his care 
Withpeftilcntfpeeches of his fathers death. 

Wherein ncceffity of matter beggerd. 

Will nothing dick our perfon to arraigne 

In eare and care : O my deare Gertrard , this 

Like to a murdring-peece in many places 

Ciucs me fuperfluous death. <* A noyfe within. 

Enter a mejfenger ♦ 

King. Attend, where are my Sv\iffers,Iet them guard the doore. 
What is the matter? 

Mejfen . Sauc your fclfc my Lord. 

Tbe Ocean ouer-pecring ofhis lid. 

Eates not the flats with more impetuous bad 
Then young Laertes in a riotous head 
Ore-beares your Officers : the rabble call him Lord, 

And as the world were now but to begiryie. 

Antiquity forgot, cuftomc not know ne. 

The racifiers and props of euery word, 

The cry choole we , Laertes frail be King, 

Caps, hands and tongues applau’d it to the clouds, 

Laertes frail be King, Laertes King. 

Qne. How cheerefully on the fallc eraile they cry. A neife within. 
0 this is counter, you falfe Danifh dogges. 

Enter Laertes with others. 

King, The doores are broke. 

Lacr, Where is this King ? firs dand you all without. 
tAll. No Jets come in. 

Laer, ] pray you giue meelcaue. 
vM. We will, we will. 

Lacr. ] thankc you : kcepe the doore, O thou vile ATing, 

G;ue me my father. 

Calmely good Laertes. 

L^r. That drop of blood thats calme proclaimes me Badard, 

P rics cuckold to my father, brands the Harlot 
aen hcere betweenc the chad vnfincichcd browc 
Ufmy true mothor. 

Kwg What is the caufc Laertes 
w thy rebellion lookes fo Gianc-likc :» 
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